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century, who called boredom the tapeworm which devoured
everything, but it was Baudelaire who proclaimed that this bore-
dom was contagious, and that it arose from a spiritual vacuum,
a consciousness of wasted potentialities, before in his turn he
was devoured.
So far I have only spoken of such of the French who have
a definite message for English writers, and by mentioning few
poets and dramatists or novelists I have inferred that in these
fields we need no help; that Dryden and Swift, Pope and
Johnson, and the Romantics are able to look after themselves.
But when we compare the nineteenth century in the two
countries the situation is different. In spite of all the scientific
and philosophic achievements of the Victorian age, it stands
condemned of Unreality in the world of art. It had its poets
and novelists, and they were born into their world with a
wealth of talent, but they suffered from a worse disease than
boredom, that of complacency. They flinched from poverty
and unpopularity, from the tragic implication and the dangerous
thought. They ran away from the city terror, and the fearful
human enigma, to cling to the folds of their stupid, cosy
Victorian Nanny, the Upper Middle Class. Flaubert and
Baudelaire, giants of prose and poetry, were contemporaries
of Matthew Arnold; they were some ten years younger than
Dickens, Thackeray, Tennyson, and Browning, as Hugo and
Balzac were some ten years older. When we compare Balzac
and Flaubert to Dickens and Thackeray, Baudelaire to Tenny-
son, Sainte-Beuve to Hazlitt, we must lower our eyes. There
is nothing to say; the Frenchmen are adults: beside them, the
English, for all their natural advantages, have not grown up.1
A few years later the French produce Rimbaud, Verlaine,
1 I owe this observation to an essay of Mr. F. L.. Lucas. Spoken in a
Georgian house in Edinburgh, it sounded almost blasphemous, and the
angry bearded ghosts of Browning, Tennyson, Arnold, Carlyle, and
Ruskin seemed to rise to reproach me. " How could you ! " Yet this
was the city where, in the name of infant Victorianism, Jeffrey and
North, had mauled the Romantics and Tennyson. One should say
rather that Browning, Arnold, and Tennyson all made some contri-
bution to the battle, but refused to die in it. Their contemporaries in
France faced facts longer, and took their punishment,